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sand florins. Philip II. has a long and
troubled way of saying the simplest things.
It is very difficult to guess what he wants,
and it seems that his constant aim is to em-
barrass his reader and leave him to his own
devices. They made the most hateful pair of
men that ever existed, and, unfortunately,
neither was hanged, which is not flattering
to Providence. Good-by, dear friend.

CCCXIX.

PARIS, June 29, 1869.

I THANK you for your letter, dear friend.
I am angry against poets and pretended
temperate climates. There is no spring,
there is not even summer, I went out of
doors to-day and came back frozen. When
I think that there are people who go in the
woods and talk of love in weather so cruel,
I am tempted to believe in miracles.

I am going to Saint-Cloud Thursday,
where I shall remain probably a fortnight.
I am reading, with a great deal of trouble,
Renan's " Saint Paul." He has decidedly
a monomania for landscapes. Instead ofnd, I
